7tf                         THE STEEL GLAS,

Eke pray (my Priefts) for them and for yourfelues,

For Biihops, Prelats, Archdeanes, deanes, and Priefts

And al that preach, or otherwife profeffe

Gods holy word, and take the cure of foules.

Pray pray that you, and euery one of you,

Make walke vpright, in your vocation.

And that you fliine like lamps of perfect life,

To lende a light, and lanterne to our feete.

Say therwithal, that fome, (I fee them I
VVheras they fling, in Flounders all afarre,
For why my glaffe, wil ihew them as they be)
Do neither care, for God nor yet for deuill,
So libertie, may launch about at large.

And fome again (I fee them wel enough

And note their names, in Liegelande where they lurke)

Vnder pretence, of holy humble harts

Would plucke adowne, al princely Dyademe.

Pray, pray (my priests) for thefe, they touch you neere,

Shrinke not to fay, that fome do (Romainelike)

Efleme their pall, and habyte ouermuche.

And therfore pray (my priefls) lefl pride preuaile,

Pray that the foules, of fundrie damned gofts,
Do not come in, and bring good euidence
Before the God, which iudgeth al mens thoughts,
Of fome whofe welth, made them neglect their charge
Til fecret fmnes (vntoucht) infect e their flocks
And bredde a fcab, which brought the fhep to bane.

Some other ranne, before the greedy woolfe,

And left the folde, vnfended from the fox

Which durfl not barke, nor bawle for both theyr eares.

Then pray (my pnefls) that fuch no more do fo.

Pray for the nources, of our noble Realme,
I rneane the worthy Vniuerfities,